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Earthshaker could save you from disaster. No: you must hug
Scylla's rock and with all speed drive your ship through, since it
is far better that you should have to mourn the loss of six of your
company than that of your whole crew."
' "Yes, goddess," I replied, "but there is more I wish to know.
Could I not somehow steer clear of the terrors ofCharybdis, yet
tackle Scylla when she comes at my crew?"
'But the goddess only cried out at me as an obstinate fool,
always spoiling for a fight and welcoming trouble.(< So you are
notprepared," she said,<( to give in even to immortal gods? Itell
you, Scylla was not born for death: the fiend will live for ever.
She is a thing to shun, intractable, ferocious, and impossible to
fight. No; against her there is no defence, and valour lies in
flight. For if you waste time by the rock in putting on your
armour, I am only afraid she may dart out once more, catch you
again with all six heads and snatch another half-dozen of your
crew. So drive your ship past with all your might, and call on
Cratais, Scylla's mother, who brought her into the world to
prey on men. She will prevent her from making a second sally.
' "Your next landfall will be the island ofThrinacie, where
the Sun-god pastures his large herds and well-fed sheep. There
are seven herds of cattle and as many flocks of beautiful sheep,
with fifty head in each. These animals were not born into the
world nor are they subject to a natural death. And to shepherd
them they have goddesses, the lovely Nymphs, Phaethusa and
Lampetie, children of Hyperion the Sun-god by the divine
Neaera, whom their mother, when she had brought them up,
carried off to this new and distant home in Thrinacie to watch
over their father's sheep and fatted cattle. Now if you leave these
animals untouched and fix your mind on getting home, there is
some chance that all of you may yet reach Ithaca, though not m
comfort. But if you hurt them, then I swear to you that your
ship and your company will be destroyed. And if you yourself
contrive to escape, you will come home late, in evil plight, with
all your comrades lost."
^s Circe came to an end, Dawn took her golden throne. The

